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JoUKUM, 12 love With Roſie, 
BRISTLE, a Man of Ke ſolutions. 


BawsY, 4 weaker B other, 


; Qs I Sx M4 : 
BARD, 4 Narrator. ENCES 
BEtr, Porter to R oſie f x 


GHAIST, the (hoſt of Duniwhiſtle, 
Ros TE, an Hiri. 


Father to Joukum, 
DUNLWHISTL 3 Driltle, and 9 
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CANTO. I. 


B AR D. 
W AEN men of mettie thought it nonſence, 
lo heed that cle ping thin, ca'd conſcience 
And by free-thirking had the Knaack, 
Of j-ering ika work it ſpake: 
And as a learned author ſpeaks, 
? Imploy'd 1 like a pair of b:caks, 
10 hide their lewd and naſty ſlaices, 
5 Wh:ilk eith ſlipt down for baith thele uſ:s. 
Then Dungiwahiltle, worn with years, 
And gawn the gate oi his forbears, 
| Co:umanded his three ions to coue, 
Aad wait upon hi in his room: 
Bude Briftie tteek the door : and ſyne, : 
H- thus began 
Dumwhifile.— Dear bairns of mine, 
1 1 quickiy naun ſupmit to fate, | 
And leave you three a good eſtate, 
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1 TALE OFT 
Which has been honcurably won)! 
Ard handed down frage ſiie to ſon, _ 
But clag or claim for ages paſt : 
Now that mzyne prove the laſt, 
Here's thre permiffion Bornets for ye, 
Which rur Great Gutchers wore before ye, 
And if ye'd hee na man betray ye, 
Let naetbing ever weile them fiae ye; 
But keep the Bonnets on yo heads, 
And hands frae ſigning fuolth deed, 
End ye ſhall never went ſuch thir gs, 
Shell gar ye be made of by kings? 
But, if ye ever with them part, 
Fou ſir yell tor your folly mart: 
Bare-headed then ye'l] lock like 1nools, 
And dwindle down to filly tocls, 
Haud up your hands now fg car and ſay, 
As ye ſhafl anſwer on 0 — 


Ye ' faithfully obſerve my will, NPs 


And a' 1s prem:ifes iulbl. 
Briſtle: My worthy father, | hel! ſtrive, 


To keep your nan e and fame alive, 


629 ever ſhaw 2 faul tha 's daſt ud, 

To ger {Guk take me for a baſtird : 

It cer by me ye're Gti bey'd, 

May vices vighily nue f ride, 
Joukum.\\þ e fh. dare by force or guile, 

Tone aft m hear to wile, 

Feu fic a bau aitca pi {hill ne 

And ken ua begat by youu. | 


Ele, may | like a gyfſic „ander, 


Or wy daily bead tuin pauder. 


4 


THREE BONNET I 
B nwſy. May | be jyb'd by great and ſma', 
An:: kytch'd like ony tenais ba', 
Be the ciſgrace of a' my kin, 
If e' er | with my bonnet twin. 
Bard Now ſoon as each had gin his alth, 
The auld man yielded up his brea h, 
Was row'd in linen white as (naw, 


And to h fathers borne awa? 

Bt ſcarcely he in moſs was rotten, 
Before ins teſt'ment was forgotten, 
AR ye (hill hear frac future ſonnet, 


How ſoukun ſinder'd wr. his Bonnet, 
And bought frie ſenfcheſs Billy Bawty, 
His to propine a giglet laſſy, | 
Wiile worthy Brütle, not fas doner'd, 
Preſ-rves his Bo net, and is honour'd. 
1hus CaraQu:; did beh ve, 

Tho' by the fate of war a {lire; 

His body only, —'or his ds. 

No Roman power could break or bind. 


With Bounst on he baul- ily. ſpake, 
| His greatneſs gart his fetcers crack. 


1he victor did his frienaſhip claim, 

And tent him with new glories haue. 
But leave we B iſis and ſi nile, 

And to our tale with arduur fi-e, 

Beyond the hills where tang the billies, 
H.d bred up ques and kids and fit lies, 
fnd toughten many a blody butie, 

With therves that came to lit their cattle : 
ilere he'd 2 lats kept rary-ſhows, 


ud ndicrs ay avout her aoule, 
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6. TALE OS 
Wha at her table fed and ranted, 
With the ftout ale ſhe never wanted. 
She was a winſome wench and waly, 
And conid put on her claiths fa” brawly, 
Rumble to ilka market-town, 

And drink and fight like a dragoon: 

Juſt fic like her wha far af wander'd, 

1o get herſelf weel Alexander'd. 

Roſie had a word of meikle filler, 

Whilk brought a hantle o' wooers till her. 
Amang the reit young maker Jouk, 

She c:4quer'd ae day wr a look: 

Frae that time forth he ne'er could ſtay, 


At hame to mind his corn er hay, 


But grew a beau, and did adron 
Bimfelt with fifty bows of corn, 
Forby what he took on, to rigg 
Him out with linen, ſhoon and wig, 


Snuff-boxes, ſword-knots, canes and waſhes, 


And ſweeties to beſtow on laſſes, 

Cou'd neweſt aiths genteely fwear, 

And had a courſe of flaws perquire : 

He drank and danc'd, and figh'd to move, 
Fair Rchie to accept his love 


After dumb ſigns he thus began, 


And ſpake his mind to'er like a man. 
Jculnm. O take me Roſie to 27 arms, 

And let me revel o'er your claims 

If ye fay na, | needna care, 

Fer opes or tsthers made of bair, 

Pen, knives or poo!s I miuna need, 

'Lhet minute ye fay na, I'm drag, 


THREE FQOANNETS-' 7 
Olet me lie within your breaſt: 0 
Ad at your dainty tazle feaſt : == 
Well do I like your goud to finger, 

A d fit to her your ſt——{s Singer. 
Nile on thus ſun ſide o' the brae, 
Beiongs to you, my I'mbs I il lay. 
Roſie. 1 »«n, ſweet Sir, ye woo me frankly; 
But a' your courtſh p ſors ſae rang Ty, 
Of ſelſiſh intereſt, th-t I'm Head, 

My perſon !eaſt employs your head. 

Foukmm What a 0:2 ron's this yourmek- 
When your pc orlover's heart is beaktgi(tag 
With bttle logic F-can ſhe w, 

That every thing you have is you: 

Beſides che beauin's of your perſon, - 

1 eſe bes of f-1w2rs you tet your a- e on, 

Your claiths, your Jinis, and lyiag pelt, 

Are eve y ane your very fclf,. . 

3, Ad add tech luſture tothe e graces, 

Wrieh which adorn'd your: fin! and face is. 
\ Roſie le ſeem t hae ak vin. fl ne 
Four me, hate your ne ve hame; 

's me ergh to ay vou me:kle. 

Au ſhow's prove talle and fi- gls. 

7Zottum. I troth my rugge Dilly Brille, 

Abou: his geatric makes fic ſiſtie, 

That it a body contradict him. 

He's ready with a duk to flick him; 

That wearies me of hame I vow, 

And firm would live and die with you, 

Bard Obicving Jouk a wee tate tipſy, 
Smirking reply'd the pauky gipſy. 
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STALE OF 
Roſie. T wad be very wae to fee, 
My lover tak the pet and die; 
Wherefore I am inclin'd to eaſe ye, 
And do what in me hes to pleaſe ye: 
But firſt ere we conclude the pection,. 
You muſt perform fome gallant action, 
To prove the truth of what you'v ſaid, 
Fife, for you, ſhail die a maid 
Joukum My deareſt jewel gie't a name, 
That I may win both you and fame: 
Shall I gac figiit with foreſt bulle, 
r cleave down troops wita thicker ſKkulle. 
Cr all I Couk the deepeſt ſea. 
And corai pon for beads to thee ? 
F-nty the Pope upon the noſe, 
Or p--- upon a hundred beaus ? 
Roſie In troth, dear lad. I wad be wait; 
To riſk your lite, or do you {kaith, 
Only employ your canny ill, 
To gain and ri. e your father s will, 
With the conſent of Briſs and Bawiy, g 
And I ſhall iv my boſom hawfe ye, 
Soon as the fatal Bennets three, ü 
Are tz'en trac them and gien to me. 
Joukum. Which to preſerve | pied my alt. | 
But now the cauſe is life ad death, 
I muſt, or with the Bornet part, 
Or twin with yon and break my heart : 
Sae, thu? the aith we took waa awtu', 
To keep it now appears unlawtu, 
| Tuen, love, I'll anſwer thy demands, ö 
Aud fly to feich them io your hands. 
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THREE BOKNETS. 7» 
Bard. The famous jilt of Paleſtine 


Tus drew the hooks o'er Samſon's een, 


And gart him tell where lay his ſtcength, 


Of which ſhe twin'd him at the length, 


Tben gied him up in chains to rave, 
And labour like a galey ſlave: 


But Roſie, mind, when, growing hairs 
His loſs of pith *pan to repair, 


He made of thoutands an example, 


By cruſhing them beneath their temple. ö 


C ANT O II. 


Bard. He ſupper W cops and bantocks 


Stood coolingonthefdlee winnocks 
And, cracking at the weſtlin gavels, 


The wives fat beeking of their navels, 


When Jouk his brither Briftle found, 
Fetching his ev'ning wauk around 
A ſcore of ploughmen of his ain, « 
Who bl ythly whiſtled on the plain. 
Jouk three times congee' d. Briftle anes, 
nen ſhook hand, and thus begins, 
Briſtle. Wow, brither Jouk. where hae ye 
] {Carce can trow my looking een, (been? 
Y eregrown fac braw: now weird's defendme 
Gin that I had nae maiſt miſkend ye, 
| And where gat ye that braw blue ſtringing, 
That's at your houghs and ſhon'ders hingitg? 


0 SS FASL Of 
Ye look as {n;uſh as one that's wocing, 
I terly, lad what ye've been doing. 

 Feutum My very much reipect brither, 
Should we hide ought {ric ane anithir, 

And not, when warm'd ich the ſame blood, 
Conſult ill ane ani; -her's good; 

And be it kend ty'e, my deſign, 

Will profit prove to me and mine. 

Briſtli vnd brother, troth it much comments 
Your virtue, thus to love your tricuds, 
I makes me blyth, for aft H ſaid, 
Ye were a clever mettl'd lad. 
"Feukum And ſae, | hope will ever preve, 
It ye betriend me in-tay igve 
* Roſie, bonny, rich and gay, 
And ſweet as {{)wers in june or May, 
Her gear III pet, her ſweets Vil rifle, 
If yell but yieid me up a trille. 
Promiſe to do't, and yele be free, 
With onyubing pertains (OMe, 

| Briſtle: i lang to anſ-er your demand, 

þ And never-{h4il for triflus ſtand, 

| Joukum. Tnen the dett-es..as a propine, 

; T:cie Bonnets, Ba ſy's, yours and mine; 

 Aad well 1 vat that's nae great matter, 
It I ſae ealily can get her. 

| | Briſtle Ha, hal ye Jud 18, are ye there! 

Tue D -- tnen nor ſhe neer get mair. 

Is that the trifle that ye poke of? 

| Wha thi:k ye, fir, ye mak a mock of? 

Ye fi ly wanſworn icaot of ace, 

Swith let me never ſee your lace. 
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THREF BONNETS. n 
Seek my auld Bonnet aff my head! ; 
Faith that's a bonny ane indeed! 


Require a thing TI] part with never; 


She's get as ſoon a lap o' my liver, 

Vile whore and jade, the woody hang her. 
Bard. Thus ſaid, be faid, naemair for anger, 

But curs'd and ban'd, and was nae far, 


Frae trading Jouk amang the glar. 


While Jouk with language glib as oolie, 
Right-pawkily kept aff a toolie 28 
Well mzfked with a wedder's ſkin, 
Although he was a tod within. _ 
He bum'd and ha'd, and with a cant, 
Held forth, as he had been a Taing, 
And quoted texts to prove we'd better, 
Part with a ſma' for a greater. | | 
Joukum, Al! brither, may the furies rack mt 
I | mean'd ill, but ye miſtak me; 
But gin your Bonnet's fic a jewel, 
Pray pie't or keep it, fir, as you will, 


| Dince your auld faſhion'd fancy rather, 


loclines till't than a hat and feather 3 
But I'll go try my brither Bawſy, 
Poor man, he's nae ſae daft and ſaucy. 
With empty pride to crook his mou, 
And hinder his ain good like you; 


Ihe and | agree, neer doubt ye, 


We'll make the bargain up without ye; 
Syne your braw Bonnet and your noddle 
Will hardly baith be worth a bodle. 

Bard. At this bauld Briſtle's colour ching'd, 
He iwore on Rouſe to be reveng'd, 
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12 A LE 6 
For he began now to be flied, 


She'd wile the honours frae his head, 


Syne with a fern and cabker'd io.k, 


He thus reprov'd his-brother.Juuk. 
Briſtle. hou. vile diſgrace of ou; torbearz, 
Wha lang with valiant cint of. weirs, 


Maintain d their right 'gainſt a' intruſions 
Of our auld faes the Rolycrucians, 

Doſt thou deſign 2 laſt to catch 

Us in a girn with this bafe match, 

And for the hauding BP thy. pride, 

Upon thy. brither's rig gens ride: 


Vil-fee.you hang'd, and her the Sicher. 
As high as Hamen in a-techer, 
Ere Lwith my ain Bonnet quar, 


For any berrow'd beaver ha, | 
 Whilk 1, as Roſie. takes the fikees, 


Maun wear or .no.juit as ſhe lik en: 

Then let me hear nae mair about her, 

For if ye dare again to mutter, 

Sic vile propoſals in my hearing, 

Ye need nae truſt to my torbecring ; : 

For ſoon my 'beard will tak a low. 

And | ſhall crack your crazy pow. | 
Bard. This 1aid. brave Briſtle ſaid nae marr, 
zut cock'd his Bonnet with an air. 

Wheel'c round with gioomy brews & muddy, 

And left his brither, in a fluddy. 


Tz, 


Bard. 
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VAN FO 
"OW Sol wi' his lang whip gae cracks 
1 V Upon his neipherinz coolers. backs, 
'To gar them tak th' Olympian Brae, 
Wy a cart lade of bleezing day.; 


The country hind ceaſes to ſnore, : 
Bongs fred his bed, unlocks the door, 
His bladder tooms and gies a r1't, 


Then tentily ſurveys the litt, 

And, weary of his wite and flaes, 
To their imbrace preters his elaes. 
Scarce had the lark forſook ker neſt, 


Whan Jouk, wha had got little 1eft, 


For thinking an his plot and 1:flie, 


Got up to gang and deal wi' Bawfie:: 
Away faſt &er:the bent he gade, 

And Tand him doz ng on his bed, 

Hrs blaukets creiſhy, foul his fark, 

His cuitains trim d with ſpider's wark; 
-Soot draps hang frae his root and kipples, 
His floor was o“ tobacco ipitries : 


Yet on the antliets of a cer, 


Hang mon) an aud claymore and ſpear, 


With coat ot iron and targe: nuſty, 
Incn tuick of dirt and naco uſty: 
Enough appear d to hw] bis B Ly, 


'Taat he was lazy. Poor an- filly, 


And wadia mak i great buiile, 


About Lis Bonnet as did Biiſtle. 
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Jouk three times rugged at his ſhoulder, 
Ar lengrun, Bawſy rak*d his cen, 
And cries, What's that? What do you mean? 


Then looking up he ſees his brither, 


Bawſy. GooIl-morrow Jouk, what brings 
Yource early up, ---as lem a finner (you hither 
J ſeeoly riſc before my dinner: 

Well, What's yer news, and how gaes a“? 
Neve been an ucno time awas. 

Jovtum Bau ſy, Im blyth to ſee you well, 

For me, thank Gd, I keep me heal: 


Get up, get up, ye lazy. 1nart, 
J have a ſecret to impart, 


Of «hich, When 1 give you an inkling, 
Ic will fer bait vo lngs-a tinkling, 

Bard Straight B4A or THes, quickly dreſſes 
Wulie haſte Lis youky 113d impreſſes: 
Now rigg*d, aud morning drink brought in, 


Tus dic flie-ganbet Jouk begin. 


7 oukum My worihy brither, well I wate, 


O er fe kleis is y.ur wee eſtate, 


For fic a me kie faul as yours, 
Taat to thing greeter Ingher towers; 


But ye ly loltering here at hame, 


Neg leſt u- buch of wealth and aame, 
Th: as -J-{a1d, ve have a mind, 
Taat is for bighs- thing; defigntd. 


Bawty. Tha. very true, thenks to the ſkies, 


But how to get them there it lies. 
Foukum, le tell ye Baws,- I ve laid a plot 


Tnat only want your cal-Dg vote, 
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And if ye get your bread is -buken ; 
But firſt accept of this dove-ta xen; 
ire tak this gowd add never want, 


Enough to gar youu drink and rant; 
And this is but an arle penny, 


T) what I afterward deſign ye; 

And in return I'm ſure that-I, 

Shall naithing feck that ye“il deny. 
 Bawſy.AndwrothnowJouk, andneither will 


Or alter never ca- me Billy; 


If I retuſe, wae light upon me, 


This gowd, O vow! tis wonder benny. 


FJougum, Ay, that 7: is tis en the 
Taat gars the ploug' of living draw, 
Tie Gowd gars ſogers feight the fercer, 


Without it preaching wad be ſcarcer; 


Tis gowd that makes the great men witty, 


And puggy laſſes fair and pretty ; 


Without it ladies nice-wad duindle, 
Down to a wife that ſnoves a iſpiadle, 
But to the point, ard wave. D greſſion, 


I make a free and plain copteſfi an, 


Taat I'm in love, and as! ſaid, 
D- mand from you a little nd, 


* gain a bride that eithly can, 


Make me fon, bleſt and you a man: 
Give we your E »nnet tO preſent 
My miſtreſs with, and your conſent, 


To rive the Daft and faſhion'd decd, . 
That bids ye wear it on you head. 


Bawſy, O goſh! O goſlil then Jouk have at her, 


I that be a* tis nae great matter. 
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26 ALA OT 
Joukum, Theſe granted, ſne demands naemair 


To Jet us in her riches ſhair; 


Nor ſhall our herds as heretofore, 


Rin aff wich ane enither's ſtore, 


Nor ding out ane anither's harns, 


When they forgather mang ihe kairns:; 


Bu! freely may drive up and down, 
Aud fel in 1ha market down. 


Belongs to her, - which ſoon you'll fer, 


Ii yell be wiſe, belong io me: 


And when that happy day ſhall come, 


My honeit B wiy, there's my thumb, 


That while | breathe 1 Il ne er beguile ye, 


Y eſe baith get gow d. and de a Zailey. | 
:baw;y. Faith Jouk, I fee but little. ſkaith 


Jn breakin Ca ſeuteleſs air h, 

That is impos'd by doited Sada 

(To picate their whims) on thought]: Is lads, 
My B nnet! welcove to my Bonnet! 


And milk'e good may ye mak on it, 
Our pather's Will l'ſe mike nae din, 
Tao“ Roſie ſl, ould apply*t behin- 
But ſay, does Buly Briitle ken, 
Trois your d- lign to mak us men? 
Jeulum. Ay, that he does, bat the it i aſs, 
'Bca's a heart: hatred to the laſs, 
And rattles out a bantle ftorics, 
O blood and dirt and ancient glories, 
M-aring tou; feuds that us“d 10 be, 


Betucen eurs and 85 family; y 


Bans like a þleckhead that heul ne'er, 


Twin with his Bonnet tor a her Gear; 


ür 
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THREE BONNET 
Ba: you and | conjoin*d can diug him, 
And, by a vote, to reafon bring him 

he ſtand cloſe, tis unco eith, 

To rive the teft ment ſpire 0's teeth, 
And par him ply, for a' his elavers, 
T lift his Bonnet to our B-avers. 

Bawſy Taen let the doof 4eliy hr in drudging 
Waa caufe have we to ten his grudging ; 4 
Tao R ys fed on the fel! 

J vou and I be well ourlelis 

Bird Tuus Jock and Biwſy were agreed, 
A Briſe man yield, it was decreed. 

Tnus tar I've ſung in H zhland ſtrains, 
Of Joak's 2r.nour and pawky PULNS, 

To gain his end with ilka.brither,. 

Sae oppoſite to ane anither, 

Ot Briftle's hardy reſolution, 

And hatred to the Roſycrucians ;; 

Of Bawſy, put in ſlavery neck-taſt. 
Sehing his Bonnet for a breakt.it, 
Wat follows ont, of gain or ſkuth, 
Fl telt when we hae tafen our breath, 


ANT IT. | 
hs TOW ſoon as cer the Will was torn, 
fout witht waB »nnets,0n the morn, 

Frae Fairyiand taſt bung d away, 


Ihe prize at Roſy-s feet ta lay; 


* ſle-ly wk be did appeal, 
zoout his ſucceſs gan to iperr, 
Toukum, Here bonny Ilafs, your hymble tive 
Pretents you with the things you Crave, 
N , 
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The riven Will and B_nnets twa, 


Which makes the third worth nought ava, 
Our power gi'en up, now I demand, 


_ Your promis'd love, and eke your band. 


Ba-d. Roſie (mil'd to ſee the lad outwitted, 
And B ,nnet's to the fl. mes committed, 
I mediately an awfu' ſound, 
A ane wad thought. ri“ frae the ground; 
And fyne ayprar'd a ſt. Ivart Ghaiſt, 
Whafe ſtern and angry lo ks amaiſt 
UnhooPd th.ir fuls — ſhaking they ſaw, 


Him trac the fii& the Bonnets draw; 


J hen cave to Jouk, and with twa drugs, 
Enc:eas'd the tength of baith his lugs, 
And ſaid — 

Ghai/t.— Be a' thy days an aſs, 


And kack ney to this cunning lafs: 


But for thete Bonnets 'i preſerve them, 
For hairns unborn that will deſerve them, 
Bard. With that he vaniſh'd frae their een 
And let poor Jouk wi' breeks not clean. 
Be Ihaker, while Rfie rants and capcrs, 
And ca's the viſton nuught but vapours: 


Rubs c'er his checks and gab W ream, 


Till he believes't to be a dream: 


Sone to the cloſet leads the way, 


To ſcup him up with uiquchae, 

Roſie. Now, bonay lad, ye may be free, 
To haudie ought pertains to me; 
And cre the fun though be be dry, 


Has driven donn the welilin ſky, 


To 411k his wameiu” ol the fea, = 


- 
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There's be but ane of you and me. 
In marriage ye ſhall hae my hand; 
But | maun hae the fole command, 
In Fairy tand to faw and plant, 
Ap to fend there for ought | want. 

Bard. Ay, ay, cries Jouk, all in a fire, 
An-: fhiffening iuto ſtrong deſire 

Jouſtum. Come haſte t hee, let us ſign and ſeal 
Ard let my bullies gae to the diel.- 

Bard Here it wad make O“er lang a tale, 
To tell how metkle cakes and ale, 

And beef and broe, and gryce and e 
And pies a* running ofer wi' cree 

Was ſerved upon the wedding- table, 

To mak the lads and laſſes able, 

To do, ye ken, what we think ſhame, 
(Tho# i]ka ane does“t) to gie#t a name. 

But true it is, they foon were buck} 9d, 
And ſoon ſtie made poor Jouk a cuckold, 
And play*4 her — ſports before him 
With cheiis that car d not tippence tor , 
Beſides a Roſyerucian trick, 

She had a dealing with Auld Nick; 
Ay wheneter Jouk began to grumble, 

uld Nick in the neiſt room wad rumble. 
She drank, 2nd fought, aud ſpent her gear, 
With > Wag an: ſelling o the mare. 


Thus liviag ike a Pclzi's get. 


dhe ran heriell (ze deep in debt, 

BY borrowing money at a haade, | 
rat yeariy income of her lands, 5 

Sond pad the iut“reſt of hes bands. 
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Jovk, av ca- wiſe behind the hand, A 
Tne d fling of his doinzs fend; A 
O ci late he row began to lee, U 
Te ruin of his family: ü V 
Bu paft relief laird in a midden. V 
He s now oblig*d'to do her bidden. V 
Away with ſtrict command ke's ſent, 
To tairyland to lift the :ent, ; I 
And with him many a Catterpillar, 1 
To rug frae Briſs and Buiwſy ſiler; Y 
For her braid table maun be ferv*d;  * * 
Tho! Fair y- fow k fhoutd a' be ſtat v'd. C 


Jouk, thus ſur-ounded with his guards, 
No plunders hay ſtecks barns, and yards, II 
They crive the nowt frae Briſtle“s fauld, 1 
Vie he can nought but ban and ſcald. ( 

Briſile Vile hve to a huffey il hegottenz. : 
+ 
: 


2” 

j 

= - 
1 

| 

' 


By many dads, with claps bat rotten, 
Mert na for honour of my mither, 
I ihow'dt na think ye were my brither. 


L . Jul Dear bri her, why this rude reflection 
4 Le ru to be greattu* for protection; . 
& 


1e Petercueans, bloody. beaſts, 
Tnat par touk lik the dowps of prieſts . 
Elie on a ba der, like a haddock. 


Be broutied, iprowing Ike a paddock, | 
Tacte woi.fers, lang or now had come, | 
With fa2,0:s, 122; zad tuck (© drum, 
Av tvein d you of your wea th and lives; 8 
OV Ge, without peering, your wives, 
Had not the Roſycrucian food, a 
Lie balwark of your rights and . blood; . 
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An: et forſooth ye girn and grumole, 
And with a gab unihanfu* mumble 
Out many a black nnworthy curſe, 
Wher R:fie bids ye dr:w your pu:lſe ; 
hen ſh dae gen'ro: fl content, 
Wih nrοοοοn thirty per cent. 

Brijile D un youand her tho: now I m blae 
Dun hopetu vet to ſee the day, 
Ie gar ye batch repeat that erer, 
Ye reavs.1 by force away my gear, 
Wathout, or thanks, or making price, 
Ur ever tpeeri:s my advice. 

Foukum. Peace gouk, we naething do at a5, 
Bui dy the leiter of the la«õ: 
Tarn nae m ir with your din torment us, 
Gro ling ke ane non compos mentis, 
Liie Roke iſſue may a Wilt, 
To tye ye up baich hand an: fi, 
Aud dun;eur ve but me t or drink 
It} ve be trarv'd; ard die in itink 

Bard Tus] ik nB ide when they met 
Win uc Ufa lau uage ither treat, 
) it tury gluws in Biiftlers veins; 
A d tho* hie B nut tic rcialn), 
Ye: ou his cicu he may not cock it, 
B.t in a cofter clote maun lock it. 
Bue headcu, thus he cen krocks under, 
And leis then. dive away the nee 


Sue h ve 1 ſeen, beide a tower. 


The ki, g or brues cblig'd to c ur; 
And, OL Eis 10; al pause t le, 
A a@watt tu pries him WI a pole! 


— — 
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While he wad ſhaw his fangs and rage, ; 
With booilefſs brangling in his cage, . 
Now follows that we lake a pep, 
Of B wſw looking like a ſheep, 
By Briſt!e hared and diſpis“d, 
By Jouk and Roſie as little pri8%d, | 
Soon as the horſe had heard his brither, 
Joukum and Roſe were prick*<d the gither, 
Away they ſcour oer hight and how, 
For fidging tain what'eer be dow, 
Counting what things he now did miſter, 
Tat wad be gren him by his ſiſter, 
Like ſhallow bards 'wha think they ſiee, 
B cauſe they hve ſax ſtories high, 
1 tome poor lifelets lucubration, 
Pei fixes fleeching dedication, | 
A d blychly dream they Il be reflord. 
To ale-houſe credit by my lord. 
Tuus Biwty s mind in plenty row'd, 
While he thought on his promis*d gowd, 
And bai ey ſhip, which he with fines, 
Wid mak like the Weſt-India mines, 
Air ves, with future greatneſs dizzy, 
Ca's Wherets Mer Jouk ? 
Beef. - Meſt Jouk is biſy. 
Bawjj. My Lady Roſie, is ſhe at leiſure ? 
Beef. No, vir, wy Lady's at her pieature, 
Bawſy | wait for her, or him, go fhew--» 
Beef. And pray ye, Matter, wha are you? | 
Bacuſy. Upo' my faul this porter's fawſy: | 
Sirial, go tell my name is Bawſy, 


0 r #KY?R('[4 
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Their brither who made up the marriage 
Beef and ſo l thought it by your carriage. 
Between your houghs gae clap your g-lding, 
dwith hame and feaſt upon a ſpelding, 
tor there's nae rom beneath this roof, 
entertain a fiinple coot, 
The like of you, that nain can truſt, 
Wii to your aih h ve been u juſt, 
Bard. This taid, he dadded to the yate, 


An.i lett poor Ba» ſy in a fret, 


Wa l-ud growl d, and made a din, 
nat was o'erheard by a' within, 

Quoth Roſe to J uk, Com- le''s away, 
A+! fee whai's von makes a' thi fray, 
A ay they went, and ſaw the creature, 
Sair runkhlin? ilka filly feature, 

Of his dull phz wich guns and glooms, 
St2mpivg and buing at "is thumos, 
They tented him a little while, 

Then came fuil on him with a ſmile, 
Wach ioon gart Rim forget tie torture, 
Wa rai<id wichin him be the porter. 

S e will a ſucking weanie yell, 

But ſhake a rattle or a bell, 

It nauas its t ngue---- Let that alane, 

It to ite yamerr'g fa's agaig: 

Lilt up a ſang, and & aight its ſeen, 

Jo laugh with tears into its cen. 


Paus eithl, anger'd, eithly pleas'd, 


Weak Bawly lang they tantaliez'd, 
With promitcs 11ght wide ex ended, 
Lhe ne'er perform'd , nor ne er intended : - 


\ 


24 & MALE OF, #c. 
Bu: row and then when they did need him, 
A ſupper and pint they gied hig, 

That done, they hae nae nir to lay, 
And ſcarcely ken hit the neift day. 
Por fallow, now this mony a year, 
With ſome faint hope, aid routh of fear, 
He had been wreſtling with his tate, 

A dtudge to Joukum and his mate; 

Waile Briſtle faves his munly look, 

Revardieſs baith of Role and jou ; 

Maintaine tight queitly *yoad the cairns, 

His honour, <onſciencs, wife and bairns, 

Puk and his ru neig- y wife, 

D ive on a drunken gaming life, 

*Canſe ſober they can get no reſt, 

For Nick and Du liwhiſtle's ghaiſt, 

Wha in he ga rets often to ly, 

An! fhore then with 2 bioody gully, 
raus have i fung in ham et rh, me, 

A un that ſcorrs the teeth of time, 

1 macdeſtly hide my name, 

Amirihg virtue mair than fame. 

Bat tent ye wha deipile ini{truction, 

Ao give my wark a wrong conſtruction, 

Frae *hind my curtain, mind | tell ye, 

JU] ſhoo: a fatire thro your nelly ; 

Bit wha with ha ins zess his Boanet, 

_ ſays, tranks-ty'e for you: Soanct, 

e ſhuina want the praiſes due, 

2 „ ou, 
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